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LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 


“Wirs tas Riva I'L. THee wep.” 








WHAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN. 


Scexe—A Law Court. Mr. Justice 
Spricutty on the bench. Tme— 
Second day of the hearing of| 


bea plaintiff can enlighten us—ah, thank 
The J . The plaintiff seems—er— 


a little shellfish too. 
laughter at this 
Brownixe v. TUPKINS, an action for 


[Loud and 

Mr. 5. Then the manning, 1 take 
Saree ae “al ae en meaning, it, 
pd ie = i mas Hy udience, |i8 that these winkles—{Laughter)—are 
The plaintiff, Mr. Ronerr Brownma | 20+, “fit for warp or woof”—are we to 
—a poet tolerably well-h except understand that most shelJfish can be 
in the Low C > is in the box, 804 im decorative needlework? . . . 
Mr. § the eminent counsel, Come, you need not be angry; I am 
: pi geen fe asking for information only, you know. 
Oe Well, we will go on to the next verse. | 

Mr. Stumper. You contend, I under- | 





“And there’s the extract, flasked and | 
stand, Mr. Brownne, that the defendant’s fine, and priced and saleable at last.” 
“ Applause” is stolen from your | Is that poetry? . No, I don’t want 
ines called “Popularity”? You pi yon ou to express your opinions about mead bm 
sider yourself an authority upon that but to answer a simple question. . 
subject?... Well, one would not fist ‘Thank you, so that is your idea of | 
guessed it. And you allege ha lim, Now we can get on. “And 
these lines of yours have some literary 7 Nosss, Stoxes and Noxes com- 
The Judge. Hoses? Anything to do 


'p 


value? . deed, that is most inter- | b [Loud laughter. 
esting. Perhaps, then, you will explain 
their meaning to 
line, for instance : 


7 


the jury. Here is a/ with the Leviathan? [Renewed la 


“Mere conchs! Not} Mr. 8. And who is Noses? Friend| 
fit for warp or woof!” (Laughter. |of yours? . Only a type? Well, 
The Judge. Mere what ? that is disappointing. (Laughter. And 
Mr. 8. “ Conchs,” m’ lord. Perhaps who are Messrs. Some and OKES ? | 








VOL. OXXVI, - 


Your solicitors, by an teams? a Laugh 
ter.)... Oh, no ce meant. 
om ‘re only types too? “ Hopps hints 
ue—strai turtle eats.” Will 
a be enough Mr. Browyixo, just 
. “hint ee the enlightenment 
of the jury ? (Laughter)—Well, your Mr. 
Hoprs did it, you know. Then “ Nonps 
prints blue.” 
The Judge. Blue-letter type, no doubt. 
Laughter. 
Mr. 8. “ Who fished the murex up?” 
Is that a riddle? ... But you must 
| know, if «a: wrote the poem. And then 
the last line: “ What porridge had Joun 


pool (Prolonged .) Why 
ee And 


J? 

t this ey sy d what does 

ie line mean—or has it no meaning at 

all? . . . And you consider that all this 

balderdash about conchs, and porridge, 

and Noxes and ——n murexes and 

Keats really deserves to be called poetry ? 

 ienbaees you can stand down. 

[At this point the Jury intimated that 

had heard enough of the case, 

and returned a verdict for the 
defendant. 
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TO C.-B., MINING EXPERT. 
| (See Cartoon opposite.) 


Master of that obscure infernal craft, 
The work of almost diabolic wits, 
| Whereby the foeman, taken fore or aft, 
Is meant to be dispersed in little bits, 
(Or else the engineer who laid the snare 
Cleaves inadvertently the ambient air) :— 


Loose on the high seas in an open boat 
Vide ensuing page) the limner’s lines 
Present your counterfeit in train to float 
Another batch of detonative mines, 
So that the course of any hostile ark 
May be extremely tricky after dark. 


Why are their lethal properties so small ? 
Think you this impotence is due to damp ? 
Do they explode too soon, or not at all ? 
Or is there treachery within the camp— 
Some spy that serves the enemy with maps, 
Showing the sites of all your booby-traps ? 


There is, of course, another stamp of mine 
(Which also sometimes undergoes a slump), 
Built on a totally distinct design 
From such as make a nervous vessel jump ; 
Can you have possibly confused with these 
The toils we set for coolies overseas ? 


Nay, rather, like a hen that seeks the shade, 
There furtively to drop her egg apart, 

And, having done the deed and got it laid, 
Blazons the fact from foolish pride of heart,— 

So with the secret bombs you darkly lay, 

Your instant cackling gives the game away. 


And so you try, and try, and try again 
To crumple up your rivals’ rotten fleet, 
Strewing your engines round the astonied main, 
And yet their fighting strength is still complete, 
Save that in dirty weather one or two 
Have stove each other in—no thanks to you. 


Well, cast them on the waters how you will, 

The “ best-laid ’ mines, we know, “ gang aft agley,” 
Yet, though their mere explosive power be nil, 

Death has another move, as grim, to play ; 
For, while they watch the little pranks you ‘re after, 
The enemy may always die of laughter ! O. 8. 





MR. PUNCH’S AUTOGRAPH SALE. 


Selections from the Catalogue, with Prices realised. 
ul. 


Cartyie (Tomas), Historian and Philosopher, to Joux Ruski, 
describing his first meeting with Sir J. Cricrton-Browne : 


hh Froupe, coming in at tea-time yesterday, brought 
with him a strange Dumfries body, by name Cricrtoy-Browne, 
but more like a Brownie than a Cricnton. The creature, 
a Doy-Warskeranpos-Dunpreary-elongated-Epwarp-CLarKE in 
physiognomy, has strange whimsies on sanitation and diet 
voluble in abuse of tannin and home-spun tweed. At last 
| Froupe carried off his semi-grand hygienic Panjandrum and 
left me to smoke in peace. .. . 
[Mr. Wivston Caurcniit, 21s.) 


May (Epya), Comédienne, to Grorce Merepira, expressing 
admiration of his genius and asking for an autograph : 

. . . « I know that for poor little Me to address such a 
great man is like Mahomet going to the mountain or carrying 
coals to Newcastle or anyhow something quite unusual and 
absurd, but I must tell you what a flood of sunshine your 
glorious books have shed on the existence of a poor little 
struggling actress. If it had not been for my reading of 
Diana of the Crossways | should never have dared to assume 
the chief part in the Belle of New York, so perhaps you will 
| not think me forward if I ask you to sign your name, with 
|an appropriate quotation, in my birthday book, which please 
| find enclosed. ... [Mr. Wittiam Warretey, £25.] 


| Rosesery (Lord), Liberal Statesman, to Miss Apa BLENKIN- 
sop, Head Girl of Minerva House School, Epsom, declining 
proposal that he should contribute to the School Magazine : 


. . . L regret profoundly that I am unable to comply with 
your courteous request. But the multifarious demands on 
my limited leisure preclude the possibility of acceptance. 
Apart from that I greatly doubt whether any effusion from my 
| unpractised pen could possibly reach the standard of excel- 
lence exacted by the conductors of your meritorious periodical. 
It would be inexpressibly painful for me to illustrate in my 
own person the truth of the adage Sus Minervam. As a 
token, however, of the profound respect I entertain for your 
effort to develop the cult of belles lettres in a town so dear 
to me and mine, perhaps you will do me the honour of 
accepting the accompanying revolving bookcase containing 
a complete set of the novels of Mrs. Henry Woop. 

[Sir Witt1am Harcourt, 7s. 6d.] 


Wartrs-Dunton (Turopore), Gipsy Poet-critic, to the Station- 
master at Dunton Green, on the South Eastern Railway, 
in reply to the suggestion that the station should be 
renamed Watts-Dunton Green, after the Master : 





....+ But as I have said, such a request, at once so 
flattering and so just, could not have been proffered at all a 
| hundred years ago. It is part of the Renascence of Wonder. 

In Aylwin, Chapter XXVIL. (page 87 of the cheap edition, 
with my portrait on the cover; page 168 of the six-shilling 
edition, which I recommend)—in Aylwin, as you will doubtless 
remember, I have something to say of this question and its 
bearing upon South country lines. . . . . 

[Mr. James Dovetas, £5.] 


Parker (Sir Gitpert), M.P., Legislator, Novelist and Amphi- 
tryon, to Hackenscumipt, Wrestler, declining a contest : 


That strong men now and then should be pitted against 
each other in friendly rivalry I should, I trust, be the last to 
deny. But there are occasions when, however much one’s 
| inclinations may persuade, one’s decision must be against the 
leasier way. As Prince Bismarck remarked to me almost the 
last time I saw him, Duty is Duty (“‘ Pflicht ist Pflicht”), and 
I have never forgotten it. On Thursday evening, the date 
you suggest, I have to take the chair at the annual dinner of 
|the Society of Canadian Boatmen in London. Hence, 
| delighted as I should have been to meet you, I must respect- 
| fully decline. Possibly in the Ides of March we may find a 
more suitable date. [Maprawi, 2s. 11d.] 


Canve (HaLL), Manz Fictionist and Statesman, to Ropert ABEL, 
suggesting collaboration in a novel : 

While riding home to Greeba Castle yesterday I conceived 
the scheme of a great cricket novel, in which the foster 
brother of the Pore, kidnapped in infancy by an unscru- 
pulous Neapolitan pianola player, and growing up to manhood 
in the purlieus of Kennington, develops wonderful skill as a 
cricketer, is elected captain of the Oval team, and performs 
the hat trick in the final Cup Tie match at the Crystal Palace. 
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A SLUMP IN MINES. 


C.-B. (loq.). “I’VE BEEN LAYING THESE THINGS ALL ABOUT THE PLACE FOR THE LAST 
FOUR MONTHS, AND THE SILLY IDIOTS WON’T RUN INTO THEM!” 
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NON COMMITTAL. 
Scexz—Fashionable Auction Rooms. A Picture Sale. 


ADVISED TO BUY IT. Is IT wor a Fine TrTiaN 


Repe-tiT10N.” 


Amateur Collector (after taking advice of Expert No. 1, addresses Expert No. 2). “Wuat po You Tarwx ov Tax Picrore? I am 
?” 


Expert No. 2 (wishing to please both parties). “I DON’T THINK YOU CAN GO FAR WRONG, FOR ANYHOW, IF IT Isn’r A TiTiaN, IT's 4 








Although deeply interested in the spectacular and emotional 
side of cricket, Seniien that my teehnical knowledge leaves 
something to be desired. To guard against the possibility 
of any inaccuracy, I am desirous of enlisting the aid of an 
expert, and you at once occurred to me as predestined by 
your name as an ideal collaborator. “ The Batster, by Came 
and Ase. ”—why, the very title-page alone is worth a million 
copies! If you do not see your way to fall in with my sug- 
gestion, I think of applying to Mr. Tosserm, the Essex 
amateur. His (presumably) Italian extraction, and the resem- 
blance of his surname to that of ae ng pee rey 
D. G. Rosserti, are weighty credentials. But I cling to 
notion of our partnership. You see I hope to , the 
f the Isle - some da 


“ Governor” y 
[Ausert Trorr, 10s. 6d.) 








Extract from a bill exhibited in a shop window in High 
Street, Haslemere, advertising a Marionette Show :— 

“The has been taken in forming the pieces so that the 
morals do Younger Ihunebes suay act tp leltweli, and pot tho mhwe 
Mature may witness the performance with pleasure.” 


“ And yet” is felicitous. 





| meet your sea of troubles 


OUR MR. JABBERJEE IN THE FAR EAST. 
vit. 


On Banks of Yalu. 
April 30, Just Before the Historic Battle of 
Kiu-Lien-Cheng. 

Wirsovur professing that any has, like St. Martin, 
divided his mantle with ——— beggar as this un- 
deserving self, I shall still hazard the confident prediction 
that it is two out of eight that, within the next twenty-four 
hours, a rather decisive terra-firma combat of Japs versus 
Russians will be the fait accompli! [Ep. Com.—We have 
every reason to believe that this singularly accurate forecast 
cannot have been penned less than two days after the event. | 
I will further venture my opinion that oot have anticipated 
from the first) the Japanese Chrysanthemum is to walk over 
its ursine antagonist. 

This morning I was present at a War-Council, at which I 
found Col. Kaakmono and his staff dismally apprehending 
that some gleaming Russian cohorts might come down like 
folded wolves, and cross the Yalu at very short notice. 

“Pardon me, Misters,” PP pane, interpolated, “why not 

-way by crossing Yalu first?” 
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Your hon bly idiotic suggestion,” said Col. 
rather too military abruptitude, “is mere hon'ble tommy rot, 
since we should immediately become targets for their| 


entrenched musketry practices ! ”’ 

Still,” I queried, “could you not prepare them for your 
uttack with preliminary cannonadings ? ”’ 

That would simply be skittles,” he returned, “ seeing 
that we have fieldpieces of too great levity to propel balls at 
ill within their redline 

But,” L suggested, “could you not borrow bulkier 
irtillery from some armoured gun-jank at mouth of river? 
Then, by hoisting such petards upon a hill+op, you would 
infallibly obtain a more extended shooting-range.”’ 

‘Are guns volatiles,” he demanded ironically, 
ire to fly to such altitudes ?” 

‘You are evidently ignorant,’ I returned, “that, in our 
recent Boer War, hon’ble Percy Soorr invented a machinery | 
by which the longest Toms could be easily transported to| 
incredibly lofty peaks.” Whereupon I jotted a rough but 
spirited ske ‘tch of said vehicle, with a few improvements of 
my own. “Here,” | said rather waggishly, “are pinions for | 
your iron pigs!” 

And, as soon as they comprehended the contrivance, they 
were instantaneously metamorphosed from dismal Jemmies 
to Sunny Jims, and unanimously agreed that I had indeed | 


proved myself the missing lynx. 


“that they 


The nautical guns on hilltops are rending the 
atmosphere with thundering loud bangs. 

I have just been ferried over the Yalu in a puntoon, 
together with Col. K., Staff and Sho-ji. Remainder of 
Japanese forces are crossing in other puntoons. 
experiencing any severe sensations of funkiness. 


Iam not 





Candour obliges me to state that I do not perceive any of | 
my rival reporters on the field of battle, and can only | 
conclude that either they have overslept themselves, or that | 


they have been unable to screw their courages to the 


crossing-pitch. 


their respective — 
be made of myself! . 
It is a pity that I have come out without my wireless 


But this, I daresay, is not to prohibit them | 
from cabling highly fanciful and idealistic descriptions to | 
in which of course no mention will | 


telegraphic pole, but it is too complicated a concern to be | 


_manipulated with impunity from the back of any horse, not 
to mention that you are, as yet, not sufficiently familiar with 
my secret code to make out more than very elementary 
/signallings. So I shall have to forward this by the customary 
route—vd Calcutta. 

I am supremely delighted with Sho-ji, who is undergoing 
his fiery christening with the total indifference of a seasoned 
war-hack! Col. K. has entreated me not to so rashly expose 
myself—but not having felt any wound, I can afford to 


| make a joke of my scars. 


Very prudently they have not permitted any grass to grow | 
on their feet, but have at once commanded gun-carriages to | 


be constructed after own design by a military carriage-builder, 


and have sent down to a gun-junk, requesting the temporary | 


loan of its finest cannons, which are already pulley-hauled to 
the summit of a commanding elevation. 

At daybreak to-morrow they are to commence the ball with 
1 bombardment 
lap of gods, my very slight acquaintance with military 
strategies convinces me that it is to fall out in our favour. 
Col. K. has very kindly invited me to witness to-morrow’s 
battle in his company, and offer any suggestions that may 
occur to me as an amicus curiew. Which I have of course 
willingly consented to do gratis. 

I am inditing these lines by the sickish light of the moon, 
on Sho ji, who is voluntarily serving as my temporary writing- 
table. I rejoice to say that my trusty quadruped is now a 
valetudinarian, and will, | hope, be sufficiently robust to carry 
me out of any ordinary conflict. 

My thoughts are now exclusively engaged with my wives 
and progenies. If, unhappily, 1 am nipped in my bud, what 
is to become of them? It is only too probable that even 
the person of a Punch representative will not necessarily be 
sacred to a Russian sapper. However, I am buoyed up with 
the inflated hope that, should Fate come with her horrid 
scissors and snip off my vital thread, then you, benevolent Sir, 
will officiate as loving Father to my poor afflicted families 
if only as token of remorse for having ever doubted my 
eternal verities ! 

Now, with my Marshal’s cloak around me, and my head 
pillowed upon Sho-ji’s recumbent stomach, I am dropping off 
into a calm and serene snooze. Should Heaven be able to 
spare me, and | am permitted by Censorship to lift the brazen 
veil of silence, you may perhaps receive some rather sensational 
reports. If,on the other hand, my destined address is on 


and, though the result is still a toss-up on | 


‘credulous Editor of Chittagong Conch 


LaTER. 
in smoke as to be practically invisible. I might of course 
very easily fake up some atrociously harrowing word-pictures, 
which would be absorbed readily enough by the rather 
but I instinctively 


feel that you, Sagacious Sir, are too venerable a bird to 


the wrong side of Gates of Grave, you may rely on my using | 


best endeavours to fall with as much similarity to a soldier as 
possible ! 

But | entreat, sympathetic Sir, that you are not to snivel 
too inconsolably over my spilt milk. . . Good-night. 

May Day: Earty Morwivo.—Col. K. has just called me, 
with the intimation that, if I desire to witness any fighting, 
I am to tumble out. Sho-ji is so overpowered by somnolence | 


that he declines to rise till the very last moment. 


swallow such mere chaff. Also, seeing that your residuary 
columns are reserved for facetious matters, I should be 
committing a solecism were I to indulge in any too appalling 
realisms. [Ep. Com.—We entirely agree with our Cerre- 
spondent, and can only commend his sel f-restraint.} 

Still, I may perhaps be permitted to mention that poor 
Sho-ji has just experienced the close shave of a cannon-ball, 
which has utterly demolished his ulterior tail! Luckily, he 
is not in the least disconcerted by such a hair- breadth 
escape. . . 

By permission of Hon'ble Col. I have harangued each 
regiment before they proceed to the firing line, with brief 
soldierly exhortations, abjuring them to preserve the coolness 
of salamanders when exposed to hot fire. 

Later.—Both sides have exhibited first-class gallantry— 
but we have succeeded in turning the enemy on to his 
flanks, which has compelled him to fall back rather precipi- 
tously. 

The Russian Bear is now engaged in energetically rolling 


The Battle is now in full blast, but so enveloped | 





down the darkling torrent of Fate, and retiring with grim | 


persistence. | am pursuing at a respectable distance. . . 
Col. K. is inclined to the opinion that the pursuit should 
be suspended, as it is time for tiffin—but I have warmly 


opposed such lukewarm policies, and urged him to make hay | 


of his foes while the sun is shining, and to smite their hips 
and thighs before they are out of his touch. Which, having 
now a more exalted opinion of my military acumen, he is 
accordingly doing. ‘ 

I have just overtaken a Russian officer, and was courteously 
lamenting his fortune of war, when, to my amazement, I 
found that he was cockahooping with content, asserting that 


‘everything had turned out most fortunately, since they had 


succeeded in ascertaining our strength, and were getting 
nearer to their base of operations ! 

He is immoderately amused by Japanese simplicity in not 
seeing through such transparent tactics. . . 

Tex o’cock, P.w.—Our bugle has now warbled truce, the 


At length | night cloud has been lowered, the stars are doing their 
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celestial sentry-go, and myself, with 
thousands of others, have sunk on the 
ground overpowered ! 

Col. K. and Staff have just called at 
my tent to make the handsome acknow- 
ledgment that, humanly speaking, they 
owe their victory to my instigation. It 
seems I am to receive some distinguished 
service decoration or other ! 

But, lackadaisy, every rose has a thorn 
in its side! and I regret to report that 
the gallant steed which has borne me 
through the day is again totally collapsed, 
owing to nervous — ! Ifheis no 
better to-morrow, I shall be compelled to 
apply for leave of absence, and conduct him 


| back to Korea, to consult his horse-doctor, 


and be fitted with a new tail-piece. 

May I, in conclusion, hope that, as 
some slight recognition of the additional 
prestige I have procured for Punch, you 
will consider the proprietude of augment- 
ing my slender stipend by —s up 
with an extra bonus? H. B. J. 








MUSICAL JOTTINGS. 


Sicismonp Browsxy, from Prague, aged 
five, violinist; Gewwa and Guopirra 
CoLocoTronis, twin sisters, aged nine, 
harpists ; and Ionaz Popper, aged three, 
whose performances on the rattle have 
created such a furore in the Republic 
of San Marino. 


On Monday last little Perzy, the 
Albino child pianolist, had the honour 
of playing Soles the Hereditary Mar- 
gravineof Lirmua. ‘The tiny toddler was 
taken to Potass House in her peram- 
bulator, and carried to the royal apart- 
ments by her devoted parents, accom- 
panied by her impresario, her advance 
agent, and her bill-stickers. After lay- 
ing aside her bottle with the prettiest 
of baby gestures, she approached the 
instrument with the decision of a diva, 
and played Bucer’s beautiful but com- 

lex étude in F without a tremor. 

here was not a dry eye in the room. 
The Margravine, who was much over- 
come, presented the marvellous infant 
with a box of pralines, and the séance 
concluded. Perrzy has not a vacant date 





A rerrtz blow has befallen Professor 
Erasmus Buoer. While he was on his 


way to Constantinople to give a “com-| 


mand” performance before the Sutray, 
the Orient express was boarded by a bevy 
of Koutso- h condottierit at Nish, 
and little Borestas Buaer, the idolised 
three-year-old son of the famous Bess- 
, was kidnapped and 
carried off into the Blue Carpathian 
Mountains. The distracted parents were 
reduced to a condition of abject coma 
for several days, and could be kept alive 
only by hypodermic injections of stron- 
tium, nitro-glycerine, digitalis, and other 
powerful explosives. Search parties 
were at once organised at positively 
prohibitive cost by Dr. Lowy, General 
pe Grorois, and Mr. Crartes Manners. 
The last-named, tastefully disguised in 
the costume of Mephistopheles, is scour- 
ing the mountains in every direction, 
striking terror into the hearts of the 
Komitadjis, and if herculanean strength 
and bewitching moodiness are any 
guarantee of success can hardly fail to 


restore the enfant perdu to the afflicted 


authors of its being. 


The infant igy market, suppiies 
for which are remarkably fine in both 

uality and quantity, still remains firm. 
On Friday last little Evrerrs Parapu- 
MANTOPOULO, the infant contrabassist from 
Mitylene, made her début at Marlborough 
House in Borresm’s thirteenth concerto. 
On the previous day Pactoe Marorartt, 
aged seven, sang the closing scene from 
Gétterdimmerung at a charity concert at 
Grosvenor House, and was immediately 


| engaged by Mr. H. V. Hicams for next 


until July, 1907, when she will be four. 





| Madame Bareny BLAMANGE, the famous 


—— whose father, a distinguished 
| Mutiny veteran, named her after the 
|sanguinary battle on whose anniver- 
sary she first saw the light, has just 
celebrated what she happily calls her 
pianofortieth birthday by a charming 
and origi party at her splendid 
mansion in Arlington Street. The 
entertainment comprised a serenade 
by the Misericordia Amateur Orchestra, 
a new Water-polonaise by the Turbine 
Trio, a delicious sermonette by Canon 
ee | and a birthday ode = 
trumpet obbligato written, composed, an 

recited by the heroine of the occasion. 
The presents included a richly-timbered 
and undulating Spotstroke Cottage piano 
with basaltic finth and holophote attach- 
ments from Sir Apert Barker: silver- 
mounted Persian kit-bag (Count Totsto1): 

Cardinal 


box of Borneo cigars Ram- 
potta): lb. Everton Toffee (Franz 
Vecsey). 


Mr. James Morrew’s season of Ver- 
nacular Grand opened at the 
Neptune Theatre, , on Saturday 
night. The work chosen to inaugurate 
the venture was Gounop’s Romeo and 
Juliet, but before the performance an 
interesting costume lecture on the 
SHAKSPEARE-Baoon controversy was given 
by Mr. Smwery Lez. The proceeds of 
the season are to be handed over to the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer with a view 
to reducing the income tax, but at the 
close of Saturday’s performance Mr 
Morrett was able to announce that a 





season at Covent Garden. Amongst 
recent arrivals at the Carlton are! 


deficit of no less than £200 had been 
realised. A special feature of the 


. | sion. 





evening was the trial of the new in- 
visible hermetically-sealed talc « roof 
to the orchestra. The device worked 
perfectly in keeping down the volume 
of sound, but unfortunately, owing to an 
insufficient supply of compressed air, 
three members of the orchestra perished 
of suffocation. Mr. Morret1 is, however, 
confident that he will be able to continue 
using the talc roof without serious loss 
of life. He has pointed out in a long 
letter to the Times that the structure is 
vegetable-proof, that it will resist the 
impact of a rabbit, and reminds him 
rol a Sankey Morrent, by its 
chaste and corrugated appearance, of a 
musical beehive. 





M. Paperewsxr has just returned to 
Poland after spending a week at 
Madame Saras Berwnarpr’A marine 
pavilion on the coast of Brittany. The 
sport was excellent, including shrim 
shooting with saloon pistols, cra 
stalking, &c., M. Paperewsxi’s biggest 
bag including 14 jelly-fish, 11 mussels, 
3 brace of shrimps, a small conger-eel, 
and a large piece of cork. The intrepid 
cage charmed the rough fishermen by 

is affability and condescension, and is 
said to have composed a new Cracoviak 


in their honour. 





Kouseik, acting on a hint from Mr. A. 
B. Watxiey, has decided to renew his 
acquaintance with the classics, and is at 
present translating Longinus on the 
Sublime into Hungarian, with the assist- 
ance of Count Tassimo Fesrerics, Baron 
Bayrry, Count Paurry, and Professor 
Armisius Vamefry. It is understood 
that Count Kavey-Hepervary, the Ban 
of Croatia, will contribute a brief 
preface, and that the index will be 

repared by M. Posreponostzerr, the 
tor of the Holy Synod. The 

work, which will be published in crimped 
lambskin at 21s. net, will be copiously 
illustrated with portraits of the translator. 








THE ALAKE OF ABEOKUTA’S BUSY WEEK. 


May 24.—The Alake of Asgoxura, 
chief of the West African Egbas, pre- 
vented by the wet weather from seeing the 
Zoo, visits the Colonial Office in State. 

May 25.—The Alake of Asgoxurta, 
again unable to reach the Zoo, i 
the offices of the Daily Mail. Having 
only thirteen orders with him he can 
decorate only a limited number of the 
gifted brothers. 

May 26.—The Alake of Apgzoxuta once 
more sets out to see the Zoo, but gets no 
further than Lord’s, where he watches a 
cricket match with in ing depres- 
In the evening he contributes the 
Abeokutan Point of View to the Daily 
Mail, and gives it as his opinion that 
what would make the game is bloodshed. 
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May 27.—The Alake of Angoxura, ac- 
companied by Mr. Apecporeca Epuy, at 
last reaches the Zoo. Mr. Epuy is much 
impressed by the snakes, to whom he 
offers apples. 

May 28.--The Alake of Asroxura 
travels by special train to Highbury, 
where he is the guest of Mr. CHAMBERLAIN. 
He leaves the house in the evening full 
of praise of the right hon. gentleman, 


| 
i 


saying that inall Abeo thereis none cuter. | 
May 29.—The Alake of Asroxura | 
receives Vecsey the child violinist in | 


private audience, orders two pianolas 


and a barrel organ, and elevates him to | 
the post of Potential Bandmaster of the | 


Egbas’ White Watch. 

May 30.—The Alake of Apgoxouta and 
suite spend the afternoon and evening 
at the Hippodrome. The Alake is 
enraptured with Marcetmg, whom he 


endeavours to purchase as his Court) 


Jester. Marcetme being unavailable, 
Mr. Orso Twice, the ringmaster, offers 
his services but is not accepted. 





THE MEMOIRS OF A DIVINITY. 
(Suggested by Memoirs of Sarah B. in 
“ Strand Magazine.”) 
I arose one September morning, my 
| heart leaping with some vague thought 
| of coming joy. I was on the eve of my 


| 


| 


| fourteenth birthday, and I was a tall | 


| child for my age, being about seven feet 
| high and as thin asa lath. You can see 
| this in the picture of me in the Strand 
Magazine. I pressed my forehead 
| against the window panes, looking at I 
| know not what. Perhaps I expected to 
| see Mme. Guférarp, whom, in defiance of 
_ sense as well as grammar, I used to call 
mon petit dame. 
| girl, or any girl, should make dame 
| masculine! But genius cannot be 
hampered by genders! 

Suddenly I heard my mother—mon 
mere I used to call her—asking for 
me. I plunged into bed again, and 


then I heard my mother say that after | 
déjeuner there would be a conseil de| 


famille. I went into hysterics imme- 
diately. As a child I was rather ex- 
| citable. 


Then weeping I went in to lunch, and | 


found assembled mon tante, mon gouver- 
nante, ma parrain—as I called them— 
and the Duc pe Morvy. 
melancholy meal; morne et Morny, as I 
| have often said since. 

“Comment allezvous?” asked the 
| Duc. I did not answer this memorable 
| question of that gay but cynical 
aristocrat. 

After déjeuner we went into the 
| drawing-room and there we found 
| M. Lesprox, a friend of the family, who 

always called me ma fil. The worst 


thing about our disregard of genders | 


was that it rendered our meaning 





Strange that a French | 


It was a/| 


-_ 


ay. 
‘ 


Visitor. “I've JUST BEEN TO MAKE MY FIRST CALL ON Mas. Jonnson.” 


Lady of the House. “So atap, Dear. Pe 


obscure. I have never been able to 
|make out whether he meant mon fil, 
| because I was as thin as a thread, or 
simply ma fille. There were also present 
my uncles Féuux Faure, Jutes Grivy 
and Casimm Perier—none of them in 
any way connected with the Presidents 
of the Republic. There was also a 
notary from Havre, who was not only 
ugly, having red hair and a face that 
‘seemed like the back of his head, but 
actually wore a pair of spectacles on his 


soo 


. 
evi hy 
N\ 


~ 


OR THING, SHE'S GLAD TO Know anyone!” 


“ You ought,” said he, “to send this 
little girl to the Conservatoire.” 

He then patted my cheek, kissed my 
aunt, and bowed to all the others. Ah, 
what it is to be wun grand seigneur ! 

After this he took his departure, 
and I rolled on the floor and screamed. 
I was an excitable child. The Con- 
servatoire! What was it? A conser- 
vatory, a hot-house, what we call fa 
serre? A forcing-house to make me 
grow taller, and I already seven feet 





nose. If he had worn them on his chin | 
I think he would have seemed less | 
repulsive. 

The Duc de Moryy sat next to my| 
aunt, with his arm round her waist. It/| 
appeared to me that he was carrying on | 
|a slight flirtation with her. 








high! My uncles and the others 
wagged their heads. “Ah! Oh! Eh, 
ma fil? Hum! Hum!” said M. Lespriy. 
I shall never forget those prophetic and 
wonderful words. 

Suddenly someone shouted “She is 
too thin!” I immediately went into | 
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AN IMAGINARY LINE. 


Master Tom. “1 say, Mowure, I pipy’t xNow THe Equator was LIKE raat.” 
Mother. “ Wuat arg YoU TALKING aBouT, CaILD?” 


Maater Tom. “ Wet, Miss Teachem Top vs rr was A Mewacerie Lion Goma rousp THe Wort!” 








hysterics and was carried off to bed, where I screamed “ Au| But the sun’s in the sky, and the leaves are a-shiver 
Conservatoire!” for sixteen hours without ceasing. As a| With a soft bit of breeze that is cool to the brow; 
child I was excitable. And I seem to remember a jolly old river 
The next day we all squeezed into a cab—it was rathera| Which is smiling all over—1 think you know how. 
tight fit, but my uncles and the Duc pe Moryy went on the | There are whispers of welcome from rushes and sedge there, 
box—and drove to the Francais. When we were all installed| There’s a blaze of laburnum and lilac and may ; 
in a loge I should have fainted from the crush if the sharp | There are lawns of eae nein ee cleo ta; 
knees of my governess, thrust into my back, had not kept me| You can lie there and lounge there and dream there to-day. 
painfully conscious of everything. Soon I began to cry. | , : ‘ 
The audience, hearing my oe bey at our box. That was | here are great spreading chestnuts all ranged in their arches 
: ___ With their pinnacled blossoms so pink and so white ; 
my first appearance in any theatre. Then I was taken home Th. ld caks. th q 
in hysterics. That was the début of my artistic career. An The meus as ae a ie — ang Seon, 
impatient world will read of it with joyful eagerness. op eee ate sagt pete , sod be pte a 
a ¢’s a way they all have, these adorable trees— 
And the leaves all invite you to float down unaided 
THAMES WEATHER. | In your broad-bottomed punt and to rest at your ease. 





Come, Groroe, give your clubs and your Haskells a rest, man : | 


fn : ir Ei And then, when we’re tired of the dolce far niente, 
You can’t spend the whole of your lifetime in golf ; We'll remember our skill in the grandest of sports, 
If it pleases your pride I'll admit you're the best man Imagine we 're back at the great age of twenty, 
_That ever wore scarlet or teed a ball off ; : And change our long clothes for a zephyr and shorts. 
I —— they can’t match you in swinging or driving, _And so, with a zest that no time can diminish, 
t 


ur shots are as long as they always are true, 





| 


) We will sit in our boat and get forward and dare, 
And I'll grant that what others effect after striving As we grip the beginning and hold out the finish, 
For years on the green comes by nature to you. To smite the Thames furrows afloat ina pair. R.C. L. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 
Leaves from the Covent Garden. 


Tue hit of the season up to now, according to the general 


verdict, would be Lzoncavatio’s Pagliacci, as perfectly ren- 
dered musically and dramatically by the cast that included 
our Signor Caruso, 
magnificent as 
Canw, and our 
Fraulein Destiyy, 
admirable as 
Nedda. Signor 
Soort’s Tonw is 
also a fine imper- 
sonation, and M. 
SEVEILHAO, in the 
comparatively small 
part and rather 
ungrateful one of 
Silvio, completes a 
cast which must 
ever be memorable 
in the Covent 
Garden annals of 
Operatic drama. 
“ Haec olim May- 
CINELLI juvabunt ” 
when at some 
future time he 
scores notes of a 


: conductor's remi- 
A regular nailer at a Sole-o, when pa es At 


makes another striking hit. A Ge night 


with Waaner’s Die Meistersinger is another feature of this 
particular season. The parts in the opera are all well filled, 
and so is every part of the house. Herr Van Rooy a splendid 
Hans Sachs the cobbler, in voice perfectly bootiful. Herr 
Herotp, too, excellent as Walther von Stolzing, and to 
Frau Ee as the sweet singing Eva Wagnerian enthusiasts 
could go on listening “for Eva and for Eva!” As for 
Dr. Head-and-Hays Ricrrer his conduct in the chair leaves 
nothing whatever to be desired ; what he, his orchestra, and 
tout ensemble fail to do, need not be attempted, elsewhere or 
here for the matter of that, with any chance of success. 

May 25.—Crowded house for Rigoletto. Tenor Caruso 


Van oy. 


a 


REPAIRS 
PROM PTLY 
ATTENDED 











Daily, ye ; 
“A German night.” 


announced with Soprano Metas. Signor Caruso came; 
Madame Meta unfortunately didn’t. Of course a note from 
her reached the management, but not the audience, who 
regretted they couldn’t hear from her. So without Mezza, 
temporarily invalided, the house takes full value for its 
money in Sytva, as Gilda, and expresses itself quite satisfied 
with the performance, seeing that there is such a tenor as 
Caruso for the part of “the Dook.” Altogether satisfactory. 
Opera generally going strong, in spite of the little agitato 
movement of Tan v. Times. 








APPETISING. 


Tue Westminster Gazette announced last 
week that on Monday (now past) at the Kino’s 
Levée there would be “a number of general 
presentations but only a thin entrée and a 
small Diplomatic Circle.” That mention of a 
“thin entrée” looked queer. It is all over by 
now, but let us hope that in ane ws of the 
“ Diplomatic Circle” being “ ” there was 
sufficient entrée, however thin, to go round. 
The name of the entrée was not given. Some- 
thing very tasty, of course. 


Dayoer, Move asp Taise.—This is every- 





body’s danger who has a speculative turn. As 





for “ floating Mines” a well-known expert 
observes that, relying on past experience, he 
will back himself to float any mines, however 
dangerous they may be (to others), and come 
off with a fair profit himself. 











| 
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TROt BI 7 p HEAD pated aliens, varied with the collection of valuables and brie-d- 
a “ee ee brace from West End mansions. 
Or, Tue Penis or THe Weexty Exopos. Monday, May 30, 8 a.m.—Londoners began to return from 
Some Sunday, when the moon is at her lowest, and most of the 


telegraph offices are closed, Germany will declare war, fall upon the 
English coasta, and stab the Empire at its heart by a descent upon 
London And beyond a few messenger boys and doorkeepers and | 
charwomen, they will find no one in the Government offices to receive | 
them. All the Ministers and responsible officials will be idling in the 
country, motoring and playing golf, or inspecting antiquities, or chatting 
under the garden trees.""—“ Sigma” in the “ Daily Diapatch.”’} 


Saturday, May 28, 3 p.w.—Owing to dissatisfaction with 
provisions of the Alien Immigration Act, an ultimatum was 
forwarded by the Government of Barataria to the British 
Premier, demanding repeal of the obnoxious clauses within 
two hours of its receipt. The messenger, however, after | 
repeatedly knocking and ringing at No. 10, Downing Street, | 
failed to elicit a reply or to induce anybody to open the 
door. ‘The document was then taken on by a passing post 
man, with its envelope marked, ‘‘ Gone away—left no address,” 
to the Dead Letter Office, whence it was eventually returned 
to Barataria. 

Vay 28, 5 p.w.—On the expiry of the allotted two hours | 
the Baratarian Ambassador proceeded to the Foreign Office | 
to demand his passports, but was unable to make his wishes | 
clear to the solitary occupant of the building, an ancient 
dame whose hearing was impaired. 


She recommended his | 


Excellency at length to try the Lost Property Office in Scot- | 
land Yard, which establishment, needless to say, was closed. | 
The Ambassador, therefore, boarded the first train for Dover, | 
without taking official leave. 

Sunday, May 29, 2 a.m.-Under cover of a cloudy night, a | 
Baratarian squadron of three submarines made its way up | 
the Thames to Blackfriars, where it torpedoed and sank the | 
British fleet there stationed. The loss of life was happily | 
not great, as a cabin-boy was the only person aboard. The 
incident passed for the time unnoticed by the solitary police- | 
man the Embankment beat. Shortly afterwards, and | 
before an alarm could be given, he was overpowered by the 
Baratarians, who had noiselessly effected a landing at the 
Temple stairs. The invaders, a party some thirty strong, 
then marched through the deserted City streets and occupied 
successively the Mansion House (in the absence of the Lord 
Mayor), the Bank of England, the various newspaper offices, 
and the Tower, where the night Beefeater was caught 
napping and speedily rendered hors de combat. 

May 29, 6 aw.—An East End milkman got wind of the} 
annexation of the City by the Baratarians, and spread the | 
alarm through the sparsely-inhabited regions of the West. | 
Meanwhile the new masters of the Metropolis were reinforced | 
by a contingent of their alien friends in Whitechapel, and 
resistance was seen to be useless. The caretakers (twenty- 
three in number) of Belgravia, the forty odd housemaids of 
Kensington, and the Beadle of Hanover Square surrendered 
at discretion. A middle-aged cook in Mayfair was inclined 
to show fight, but finally capitulated on seeing herself out- 
numbered. 

May 29, Noon.—The back-door of the War Office was forced 
without much difficulty by the enemy, though some little 
opposition was offered by the Government cat. A strong 
guard of three was here mounted, and a look-out was kept for 
Mr. Arnoip-Forster, who, however, did not turn up. The 
Admiralty and other offices were similarly taken over. They 
were all found to be unoccupied. 

May 29, 2 p.w.—The Palace of Westminster was entered by 
means of a skeleton key, and the Emperor of Barararia’s 
Proclamation to his new subjects formally read from the throne 
in the House of Lords, rewarding all the pro-Baratarians with 
peerages. At the same moment the Baratarian national flag 
was run up at the top of the Victoria Tower. The rest of the 
day was given up to rejoicing on the part of the now emanci- 


on 








their week-end, and learnt too late from their morning papers of 
the coup d'état which had been effected during their culpable 
absence from town. They had to bow, however, to force 
majeu re. 








DRAWBACKS. 


Prry the sorrows of a minor bard, 
Whose fettered spirit, emulous to vie 
In leppings with the wild and wanton pard, 
And, with proud head, assault the lower sky, 
Now, in the bondage of a great despair, 
Miltonically promulgates his views :— 
Alas, what boots it with uncessant care 
Strictly to meditate the thankless Muse ? 


Times I have had great matter for my song, 
But lacked the mood to beat my music out ; 
Times, when I really felt like going strong, 
There wasn't anything to sing about ! 
O Mood and Matter, uncongenial pair, 
You that so oft have robbed me of my dues, 
Tell me, what boots it with uncessant care 
Strictly to meditate the thankless Muse ? 


Yet have I lived, expectant of the hour 
When these proud twain in full accord should join, 
Bringing me bliss, and comfortable dower 
Of pleasing patronage and current coin. 
O Brief as brilliant, Rapturous as rare ! 
© Hour too slow to win, too swift to lose, 
Whisper, what boots it with uncessant care 
Strictly to meditate the thankless Muse ? 


To-day, to-day it came; it charged my blood 

With the fair promise of a fruitful time ; 
I saw new metres bursting from the bud ; 

The airiest quips, the happiest turns of rhyme, 
Th’ inevitable word, all, all were there ; 

Mine was the noblest theme that one could choose ; 
And yet—what boots it with uncessant care 

Strictly to meditate the thankless Muse ? 


I seized the harp; I smote the frolic strings ; 
Sweetly the opening prelude waned and died 
Even as tho’ ’twere borne on angels’ wings ; 
My bosom swelled ; my jaws were opened wide ;— 
There came an organ-grinder in the Square, 
Grinding the engine such barbarians use ! 
Alas, what boots it with uncessant care 
Strictly to meditate the thankless Muse ? 


Ah me, I could not catch him in the chase. 
I could not glut my purpose to destroy ; 

Even to cuff him on the head and face 
To me had been a melancholy joy ! 

+ Screaming, with flapping hands, and flying hair, 

Seatheless he fled, and passed without a bruise ; 

While 1—-what boots it with uncessant care 
Strictly to meditate the thankless Muse ? 


Now have I laboured through the long, long day ; 
My mood has ; the jocund strings are dumb ; 


The World has lost an epoch-making lay, 
And I, both fame and honorarium ! 
The chance of years has melted into air ; 
The Star of Hope has vanished in the Blues ; 
Alas, what boots it with uncessant care 
Strictly to meditate the thankless Muse ? 
Duu-Dvum. 
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| APOLOGIA. | Royal Institution —— to os 

| By the reviled spectator. | existunse of radium, the end of the 

Tury frankly say at cricket I’m a fool, | world, which some scientists had esti- 

But none shall tell me that I don’t | mated would arrive in a few hundreds 

play straight, | of thousands of years, may be postponed 

For every time I'll make a stringent rule | for a million sons. We trust this state-| ;},, 
To pay my money promptly at the gate. | mont will put a stop ¢ to jerry-building. 


We like to see a great man free from 


And though one ball will always get nil 
We learn from a recent issue of 


out d 
The first straight ball that leaves te a that Caanum Sura, the 
bowler’s hand— ion shoe-black of London, per- 
During the year I shall beyond a doubt | ited a representative of that organ to 
Be prominent in more than one “ grand | }.old converse with him. 
stand.” ai ebiiedion 
Though as a bowler I’m no ape at all A priest of the Italian Church, Hatton 
(I couldn’t drop a straight one if I Garden, has declared that anyone can 
tried), go into the Italian colony without fear 
Yet I'll deliver many a good-length baw] of annoyance. But where, then, do the 
| When things are going nicely for my cr live when they are at 
side. a ao 


| 
And though my fielding’s hardly worth; Some satisfaction has been expressed 
a glance, that the Boer Congress should not have 
| This in my favour I can safely say, (demanded life pensions for all those 
| I'll never through the season miss a| who took part in the war against us ; 
chance but it must be remem that the 


A chance to watch s good game when | Congress is young yet. 


I may. | 
| Colonel Swan, ( Cenenientones for 


So, though I’m not a Rang or a Rey, | 
Be gentle with me, scornful playing British Somaliland, is returning to the 





country to study the situation on the 

men ; t. It is not yet known whether the 

I'll go to watch you every time myself, | \fad Mullah will be allowed to find an 
And take @ maiden over now and then. asylum there. 











Four West African natives suffering 
CHARIVARIA. from sleeping sickness have been brought 
| We are pleased to see signs already | safely to the Liv erpool School of Tropical 
| of a better feeling between Russians and | Medicine. The fear that they might 
Japanese. The Svet, a Russian organ) recover on the voyage happily proved 
which has not hitherto been remarkable | groundless. 
for the kindliness of its attitude towards | 
the enemy, last week went out of its) The Kaiser has informed Lzoncavatio 
| way to point out in the most courteous | that he (with a small h) is the greatest 
language that a siege of Port Arthur| dramatic composer of the day. This is 
| could only prove harmful to the Japanese. | unusually modest of the Kaiser. 


Russia continues to appear in her | Mr. T. W. H. Crostasp has been 
new réle of the apostle of the Open| writing in the Gentlewoman to prove 
Door policy. She will shortly open all | that there are no British Humorists. 
the ports in her possession on the | —— 

Pacific, and has succeeded in partially} The British Medical Journal points 
opening Port Arthur in the teeth of | out that one of the penalties of consum- 
_ Japanese obstruction. ing unripe bananas is d ia. One 
—_—- searcely likes to think w would 
We live in an age of advertisement. inate of the nation’s health won it not 
In these days of motor-car competition | for the ings published from time to 
it is more than ever necessary for rail-| | time by the medical press. 
way trains to keep themselves before | 
the public; and, to show that there is| A gentleman writes to the Daily Mail 
life in them yet, last week the Ostend-| to complain that even the refreshment- 
| Vienna express ran over four persons in room at the Royal wanes leaves much 
succession at Bingenbriick, Rechorech, | to be desired. 
| Bischofsheim and | Mayence. ete: 


| On These lose; Haver ov Cis 
| 




















A novelty at the Apollo Theatre just| succeeded in reaching the summit of 
now is the appearance of a new kind of | Snowdon in a four-cylinder 15 h.-p. car. 


| Stage donkey. It has four feet. This is bad news for those nervous 





pe ehoan bs Co eee 
top of this mountain so as to 
avoid being run over by motor-cars. 


The Poet Laureate has written be 


mate en nowy pebhed a re opus 

without our knowing of 

As we go to press, some important 
War news reaches us. ” jie to 
the New York Journal, the Ozar has 
buckwheat cakes for 'preaktfast, and 
cucumbers scooped out and filled with 
sweetbreads for luncheon, and has taken 
—— underwear of an American 
ran 





The American ci ed by 
for last week was ity, 
sippi. 








DEPORTMENT FOR TRAINS. 


Iv calling the attention of our readers 
to a forthcoming volume under the above 
heading, we wish it to be understood 
that Fiesatinens for trains” does not 
Ee Ee ae 
trains themselves, these already 
fully supplied by the 
respective ay ce by such addi- 
tional a regard to punctu- 
ality (“the liteness of engines”), 
courtesy in colle the pas to an express 
upon the same eo as will readily 


The present Manual has for its object 
the provision of a few useful hints, 
collected from the best authorities, for 
the guidance of those whom business or 
pleasure causes to travel by rail. They 
will be found of great value for the 
proper regulation of conduct under 
circumstances which are by no means 80 
easy as might be supposed. A brief 
selection is given below. 

Warrme at Srations. 


Your time being of importance, it is 
the duty and privilege of the railway 
company to see that your train is ready 
for you as soon as you have purchased a 
ticket and inspected the talls. If, 
therefore, owing to negligence on their 
part, you should be compelled to await 
its arrival, you are y justified 
in expressing Gnggetietion of such 
conduct. 

This may be fittingly exhibited by the 
demeanour (something between that of “| 
a Cabinet Minister at a crisis and an | 
angry schoolmaster) with which you | 
pace the platform. Any observations 
or enquiries which you address to the 
offici pee hy he en ee 

ible, so that those passengers in 
sce ade bo may enjoy the pleasure 
of sympathy. 


cael the 









































_eye of those within, his face should 


| veyed to the countenance. 
| is best to retire at once, in case the thing 
| should be only shunting. 


| pensively from the window and return 


| versation on both sides is generally 


| called the Mysterious Method is recom- 
| mended. A few simple phrases, as, “I 
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At a Rerresawent Room. 
Deportment at a refreshment room is 
a matter largely dependent on the sex of 
the deporter. Should you be a man, 
you will find that the matter will proba- 
bly adjust itself. If, on the contrary, 
you are a woman, no amount of deport- 
ment will make much difference. 
SeEmNc, AND BEING SEEN OFF. 
This is a transaction of great import- | 
ance and delicacy. The seer-off should | 
stand at a distance of about two feet | 
from the compartment in an attitude of 
sorrowful expectation. On catching the 





momentarily lighten, and he should 
smile and nod briskly. This process 
may be repeated any number of times 
without fear of overdoing it. Care 
should be taken to avoid consulting the 
watch or staring impatiently at the 
engine. As the train moves off, one 
hand may be waved gracefully (if 
possible) and a wistful expression con- 
After this it 


Meanwhile the seon-off will gaze 


the nods with, if anything, a shade more 
melancholy, befitting one who voyages 
into an unknown and (as regards the 
seer-off at least) friendless world. Con- 


restricted to such observations as “ Don’t 
you wait!” “Soon be off now!” and 
“Mind you write!” da capo and ad lib. ; 
but topics of a more intimate character 
may be broached, and for these what is 


hope she won't tell him about the other 
day”; or, “ You see we did manage it 
after all!” will furnish your fellow- 
travellers with a field for interesting 
speculation that should cause their 
journey to pass both quickly and 
pleasantly. 





Eatine ww TRAINS. 

Of this occupation the author truly 
observes that it is a matter of elaborate | 
and almost Oriental ritual. 


| 


ment-holders may be divided under two | 


heads, the luncheon-basket of the male, | 
and the reticule or hand-bag of the softer 
sex. Of a luncheon-basket, as being the 
visible token of a robust appetite, as 
much display should be made as possible, 
and to this end a list of viands and 
beverages of suitably pungent fragrance 
is provided. 

The hand-bag, on the contrary, is in 
its essence secretive. It is most fre- 
quently used to contain sandwiches or 
bath-buns, which should be broken 
furtively, with the fingers inside the 
bag, and conveyed to the lips in an 
abstracted and as it were unconscious 
manner, the attention meanwhile being 


Refresh- |apparently concentrated‘ upon the sur- 

















A TOOTHSOME MORSEL. 


Distracted Nurse, “Gracious, CHILDREN, WHAT ARB YOU DOING?” 
Children. “On, we’ve put THe Meat Cover on GRanppa’s HEAD TO KEEP THE Fes orr mu!” 








A WELL-BALANCED LOVER. 


The provision of dining carriages . [“Recently there has been a reaction in 
favour of the sweet reasonableness of poe 


/upon our leading lines has however to 

lo etrtein extent red th cing | Who sang of love in a fashion which did not 
a certain extent remove © Pressing suggest the ravings of decadent youths and 
character of the food problem, but many | peurotic maidens.” Society ok 

other chapters of this little volume, such 
as “How to unfold, offer and accept a 
Newspaper,” or the excellent advice upon | 
the Secretion of Footwarmers, will be | 
|found of permanent value to travellers. | 
j | 


rounding landscape. 


Lavy, | woo thee not with sighs 
Of rapturous excess, { 

I drink not madness from those eyes 
Whose beauty | confess ; 

I ask no passion in return, ‘ 
Since I have none to give; 

To die for thee I do not yearn— 
For I prefer to live ; 

No blood for thy sake have I spilt-— 
I have no blood to spare, 

But, Lady, love me if thou wilt, 








Pour encourager les autres. 


“Mr. Justice Waxtow will attend at | 
the Central Criminal Court during the | 
week to try prisoners, in addition to) 











































Mr. Justice Caanne..”’—Standard. Or, if thou wilt, forbear. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


| Rucnarp Bacor’s story of Love’s Proxy (Arwotp) is cleverly 
conceived and told in the true comedy vein of well-balanced 
humour and pathos. The author never 
descends to farce, nor does he attempt 
extravagantly - coloured descriptions. e 
dialogues are perfectly natural. This is of 
the very best in the art of novel-writing. A 
more pleasant and evenly interesting book 
it has not often fallen to the Baron’s lot to 
read. Though vunsensational, its central 
situation is sufficiently dramatic: while 
the finish of the human comedy strikes 
the true note of pathos. There are in it two mis- 
takes not to be ignored by the laudator: the first is 
the title, which, like the measles, ia catching; but when 
you have read the book it becomes somewhat sig 
Secondly, it is regrettable that, like Henry Arraur Jones 
when he was weary of his own latest comedy, Joseph En 
tangled, at the Haymarket, Ricaarp Bagor should adopt so 
old a device as an accidental eaves-dropping for the sake 
of clearing up difficulties. 





Lay 
“LOW = 


The last time my Baronite heard of Jom Cotemay, mention 
was made of him in a letter from a friend, who wrote to say 
that the veteran actor had broken down in health, and that 
a subseription was on foot to ease his pathway through what 
remained of the long journey of life. Soon after came news 
of the end, and here, in two portly volumes, published by 
Hutcmson, is the record of Fifty Years of an Aetor’s Life. 
The story goes back literally to the times of Mr. Crummles 
and his famous company at Portsmouth. Coteman identifies 
the original of Dioxens’s fancy, and more than hints that the 
unfledged novelist was a failure in the troupe. Running away 
to join the stage while still a boy, Coteman saw all its seamy 
side. It was a different world in those days, the lessee and 
manager being more of the Crummles type than that of 
Sir Henry Irvivo. A scratch company played in barns 
dignified by high-sounding names. They got meagre pay 
when times were moderately good, straightway spent it, and 
starved whilst the ghost walked. What stands forth with 
undesigned prominence is the kindness of the strolling 
players to each other. None was so poor he could not spare 
a coin and a crust for a brother in lower deeps. The eager 
boy, anxious to play Hamlet, Romeo, Othello, and other small 
things he believed. he could do better than most men to 
whom the parts were assigned, came in personal contact with 
many old stagers. He played with Macreapy, of whom he 
¢ writes much; approached Pse.rs in vain 
endeavour to obtain an engagement at Sad- 
ler’s Wells; trod the stage with Cunaries 
Martsews and Madame Vestais, with Bensamin 
Wenster and Madame Cexzste; knew G. V. 
Brooke, Hetew Favorr, Barry Soitivan, Ep- 
~ ~=6wis Forrest, Caartorre Cusman, CHARLES 
Keay, and other stars in a theatrical firmament long since 
darkened. Cotzman had a long life, on the whole a merry 
one, and generously shares its fun with his reader. 


My Nautical Retainer has been tly refreshed by the 
reading of Incomparable Bellairs P , commen Me It resumes 
the intrigues of that charming breaker of mendable hearts 
who captivated the readers of The Bath Comedy some few 
years ago. In their sequel, Acwes and Ecerton Castiz have 
had the courage to introduce, in the character of Rachel 
| Peace, a serious element into that atmosphere of frivolity 
| which was the life-breath of Kitty Bellairs. The pathos of 
_ her inevitable passion, if it does not actually verge on melo- 











| drama, is perhaps too strongly, too almost tragically, con- 
| trasted with the light volatile loves that flutter like moths in | 


asbestos armour about the scintillating Kitty. In the very 
first chapter—perhaps the cleverest in the w book—the 
ae gr of the gracious innocence of the Quaker girl serves a 
ittle to temper one’s taste for the shallow distractions of the 
society whose fringe it was her evil fate to touch. However, 
it would take a good deal more than this to put out of coun- 
tenance the irrepressible Bellairs, even if the unsuspected 
womanliness of her sympathy for Rachel had not redeemed 
her from the charge of mere egoism. We leave the pretty 
widow on the eve of an alliance with the best-hearted rogue in 
either book: but she, and her admirers too for that matter, 
have so often escaped the toils that we may yet hope for a 
further tale of her wooing. There is perhaps no ge in 
this second stage that is quite so diverting as the chapter 
in The Bath Comedy where the virtue of the Bishop of Bata 
anpD WELIS is compromised; but, grave or gay, every page 
glows with those ae graces which the ete, 
in common with courtly t to whom their work is 


dedicated, have claimed for their peculiar heritage. 


Olive Latham, by E. L. Vornicn (Henvemaxn), is a clever 
book, and in some respects powerfully written. The devo- 
tion of a self-sacrificing, deeply attached woman, with a mind 
so unbalanced as to have but a hazy perception of the dis- 
tinction between right and wrong, is scarcely a personality 
to enlist the sympathies of an honest En lish reader on 
behalf of the brutally treated Poles under the Russian mis- 
government. Had the story, mutatis mutandis, been transferred 
to Ireland of less than a hundred and fifty years ago, when it 


would have been oe true of that “ distressful country” 
under the cruel penal laws, it would have had a greater chance of 
attracting sympathetic attention 


than has this narrative of fiendish 
persecution and hopeless suffer- 
ing. But perhaps the talented au- 
thoress is not so well acquainted 
with the history of Ireland as she 
is with that of Poland. The 
character 4 pod father, who 
begins wi right se soe 
and great energy, and goes 
under, is sadly true in ordinary 
life. The heroine is never a 
very sweet Olive, and ends by DE 
being a decidedly bitter one. 


THE BARON 












F. A. F. 

Turse mystic letters spell Fresh Air Fund, an institution 
established by Mr. C. Artur Pearson with the object of 
bringing under the very eyes of the Waifs and Strays of 
great towns the sweet, wholesome—to them, marvellous— 
actualities of the green countryside. Ninepence pays for a 
long day's happiness for a forlorn little one. £8 2s. (don't 
forget the odd 2s.) will carry forth a complete party of two 
hundred. There are no expenses of management for the 
Fresh Air Fund. Every penny subscribed goes to the 
children in food or fares. ith that generosity that 
especially marks the theatrical profession, Mr. Bezrsonm Tree 
has lent His Majesty’s Theatre for a special matinée in 
aid of the Fund, at which Miss Viota Tree will make her 
début in London. June 7th is the happy day. Take tickets 
or roll along the nimble nin to C. Arraur Pearsoy, 
Henrietta Street, London. Perhaps if you called with a 
cheque for £8 2s. you might See Arraur Prarsow himself. 
He's a very pleasant Pearson. 


New Trrz ror ax Op Picrons (“ His Master’s Voice,”).— 
Fox et praterrier nihil. fr] 
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